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0 blinde defire: oh high afpiring harts.

The country Squire, doth couet to be Knight, Kmghtes.
The Knight a Lord, the Lord an Erie or a Duke.
The Duke a King, the King would Monarke be,
And none content, with that which is his own.
Yet none of thefe, can fee in Chnftal glaffe
(Which glistereth bright, and bleares their gafing eyes)
How euery life, beares with him his difeafe.
But in my glaffe, which is of trustie ileele,

1 can perceme, how kingdomes breede but care,
How Lordlhip Hues, with lots of leffe delight,
(Though cappe and knee, do feeme a reuerence,
And couitlike life, is thought an other heauen)
Than common people finde in euery coaft.

The Gentleman, which might in countrie keepe
A plenteous boorde, and feed the fatherleffe,
With pig and goofe, with mutton, beefe and veale,
(Yea now and then, a capon and a chicke)
VVil breake vp houfe, and dwel in market townes,
A loytring life, and like an Epicure.

But who (meane while) defends the common welth ?
Who rules the flocke, when fheperds fo are fled ?
Who ilayes the flaff, which fhuld vphold the ftate ?
Forfoth good Sir, the Lawyer leapeth in,
Nay rather leapes, both ouer hedge and ditch,
And rules the rofl, but fewe men rule by right.

O Knights, 0 Squires, 0 Gentle blouds yborne,
You were not borne, al onely for your fdues:
Your countrie claymes, fome part of al your paines.
There fhould you Hue, and therein fhould you toyle,
To hold vp right, and baniih cruel wrong,
To helpe the pore, to bridle backe the riche,
To punifh vice, and vertue to aduaunce,
To fee God fervde, and Belzebub fupprefl.
You fhould,not trail, lieftenaunts in your rome,
And let them fway, the fcepter of your charge,
Whiles you (meane while) know fcarcely what is don,
Nor yet can yeld, accompt if you were callde.